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Alighting from the car, we walked a little way
along the rocky bluff, a lonely look-out dominating
the vast monotonous horizon of Afghanistan. As
far as eye could reach, like an angry sea, the Afghan
mountains rolled away below us, rank on rank
of grey tumultuous billows, foam-capped on the
Northern skyline along the snowy headlands of the
Pamirs.
I saw the road, the oldest in the world, after a
steep descent shoot westwards flat and straight as an
arrow towards Kabul, and pierce the mountain bar-
rier which, like the Red Sea to the Israelites, opens a
miraculous passage flanked by towering grey walls.
Derelict in the grey immensity, ancient Buddhist
temples crowned the hill-tops, like big-bellied hulks
tossing on a ground-swell, flaunting like tattered sails
the wreckage of their walls.